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Since the war began we have seen some plays that could
not live with it. It found them out, as sunlight finds out
rouge; one felt that, in trying to give oneself up to them,
one was abetting a kind of futility, helping to make believe
that anything else could matter while history, real and hard,
could almost be heard outside, galloping through the night.
But Twelfth Night has nothing to fear-----

Even Armageddons are only means, and the joy of such
treasures as these is an end; though the nations fight for a
generation, it is to these that they will turn back in hunger
at last, as they will turn to hills and the sea. Whatever else
falls in this season of shaken assumptions and rearranged
thoughts, the hold of great art on the mind will not give; it
will last as long as the "true and virtuous soul" that,
" though the whole world turns to coal, Then chiefly lives."
So it was well that Miss Horniman opened her autumn's
work last night with this specimen of the undefeatable, in-
extinguishable treasures beside which even a 42-centimetre
Krupp gun is but as a fashion in hats. Peace, when it comes,
would be worth so much the less to the returning soldier and
every one else if the artists were only to sit down now and
sigh for it.

C. E. M.

Sept. 10 Any port in a storm, and, I suppose, any panacea
Sunday, in a time of nerves. Harold Dear den is, at the
moment, my most fantastic reassurer. Because the
earth is a spinning globe from which I may be hurled at any
minute, and because I do not worry about this ultimate catas-
trophe, why worry about " comparatively childish things such
as air raids " ? I envy the mind that is comforted by this sort
of thing.
Bergel tells me to-night of a line in the order to L.C.C.
evacuation centres in London: " Expectant mothers must
show their pink forms." J.G.B. is a great retailer of anec-
dotes. He and Basil Cameron invade my room in the early
hours and consent to withdraw only on my representing
(1) that I am not passionately fond of Sibelius's Tapiola at any
time, and (2) that I actively dislike it played on an emergency
gramophone at three in the morning in war-time.
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